starward; earth-coolness reigns. From the jungle breathes its deep
and melancholy sorrow.
Dawn and early morning are a truce. Night, the one enemy, has
gone; day, the fiercer enemy, has come, but not yet trained its fires
upon earth. The world has an ephemeral innocence of spring. The
breeze is a freshet; the mangrove murmurs susurrant coolness; the
birds of the morning leap like light, which the crescendo heat of day
will turn to fever. The boys have cooked while we napped. We sit
on the awninged deck and eat the man-eating piranha, and wash it
down with the Brazilian coffee whose bitterness is too true to be
borne by most Brazilians: the pungent, potent bitterness of their
own earth. They make the coffee lie, sweetening it with sugar. I
drink mine neat, without sugar.
The sugar does not lie when you suck it from the cane: earth
then, pungent too, and subtly flavoured with sun and moon and
the sweat of toiling life, comes with sweetness in the mouth, Only
the white crystals, rarefied from the cane, are liars.
We visit the fazendas on the Gurary. There is a monotone in them
as in their world. The same bare houses of wood raised from the wet
earth; the same hammocks, the same farmyards with a few pigs,
chickens and cows; the same manioc fields, groves of banana and
cacao, the same backlog ponds and inlets . . . igarapes, the
dwelling place of crocodiles and jacares, the stocky alligators. We
saw one house where the fazendeiro and his wife had a bed. This
was a caboclo of extraordinary energy: a little man with a nut-
hard, nut-sweet face. He showed us round his farm, and we stumbled
over a dead calf, still warm. Probably a snake had bitten it. A
lizard, two feet long, emerald-sapphire flashed away. With reserved
pride he showed us his seringual, his grove of rubber trees. His
children were all young. I marvelled at his diligence^ running that
farm alone.
Like the bed he slept on, he was the exception. This folk of white
irarid Indian blood is beaten. The interminable daily round of morn-
Ing spring, green fever afternoon, night swarming with insects and
disease; the ceaseless monotone of rains flooding the river and of dry
SUB receding the waters, baring the mud and the malaria: these men
have not the ethnic equipment to withstand this smouldering world.
They live exacerbated, they live brave., they live beaten. The
Indian has flowered in cool lands, or in hot lands cleaned and
refreshed^ like Yucatan, by cyclonic winds. The white and red man's
sap thins in this watery green furnace. What they have done, the
holding their own to the extent they have done in the Arnazonss
proves them a race of heroes.
: Most pitiful is the swift beauty of their women. The young girls
are orchids, are birds, In the extraordinary stylization of their
transparent saffron skin over the fragile skull. Their chalked breasts
in shifts of dirty cotton bear a burden, in those bare hammocked
' ;komes3 more terrible than the Immemorial burden in kinder